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out of the dust clouds are the hills and the tops of the tells. There
might be no river except when a side-shift of the wind splits the
clouds, and shows it running brown underneath. It still is not in
flood, but is very swift, and cold with the melting snows of the
Taurus. We look out for the hill tops above Andiamar every
morning and see them each time with more and more lines and
black spaces on their white. Before very long I expect the f of a
mile of river-bed will be one unbroken race of water. That will
be the time when our mound looks best, but at all times it is very
impressive rising about 100 ft. direct out of the river very steeply
as all those North Syrian mounds are. I have taken a photograph
or two, and will try a drawing, when I have leisure enough, if
ever that will be. It is not that there is much to do, of course: for
most of the day we are not in the least necessary, and in those
times I play with the pottery, which Mr. Hogarth has handed
over to me as my particular preserve. Our house is half a mile
away, and so we cannot all go back there and amuse ourselves, or
work as the case may be during digging hours. Somebody must
be within call of the diggers and so I am usually down here, with
just sufficient interruptions to make writing or sketching not
worth while. As soon as these Northern hurricanes stop, however,
we intend to give up our house, and camp out on the mound.
Then we will have time to do things. At present our evenings are
filled up with the odd jobs that might have been done in the day,
squeezing and copying inscriptions, writing up pottery and object
lists, journals etc. Also it gets cold after sunset, and we go to bed
early (about 10 or 11 as a rule), to avoid it. In the matter of food
all goes quite easily, except for Haj's quite inadvertently emptying
a curry tin into a pilaff! It was like eating peppered flames, and
the other two are now crying aloud about their livers! That has
so far been our only little hardship. I learnt a little about Syrian
food from Miss Holmes'1 servants, and this has come in usefully,
for the Haj is not original, except in the matter of cakes that are
half custard and half rubber sponge. Of course he has no oven
which makes matters a little complicated. I am now building him
one, out of a water jar. My power of sleeping through anything,
which I acquired in my little house by aid of late hours and a
1 Principal of the American Mission School at Jebail.